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. mo your) wiſe ſchemes, : and patriot zeal we owe, 
The laurels won, and raviſh'd from the foe; 3 

That diſt ant Worlds begin our power to own. 

And pay their homage to the Britiſh throne ; 


While fayage realms our dreaded flags revere, | 


Which ride triumphant now in every ſpaere 
41 H-:T 5 
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No region, by the ſun's bright eye ſurvey d. 
Where Albion's victor ſails are not diſplay'd ; 

Ihe terror of each India's diſtant ſhore ; "$4: 
8 Where Gallia's fading lilies ſhine no more. 
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t let your dad a warm Annbitlon the 

Arn high, to lift your merit higher; 
Each ſtage of life, with ſo much honour paſs'd, 

5 Oh ! crown it with the faireſt, and the laſt ! 
Your race of glory will be nobly ing 
By peace ſecur d that fame, our ſwords have won, 
While Bourbon at his  conqueror's feet falls down; 
And begs a braver king to ſpare his crown 


Tur gulleful maſk, let ſibile Ratefmeh 8 
Tis your firſt fame to be, what you appear. 
7 Acting the patriot's, not the courtier's part., 
| Your voice {till breaths the language of f your heart; 1 
A double praiſe, your eloquence' $ due, * } 
Which pleaſes, and at once convinces toe. on % 
Thus the bright ſun its Various gift diglays, | Ivy F : 
La . then warms us with its rays. 45 
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1 excellent reflections on poetry, 
has rn that the Epigram, Of all che 


works in verſe, which antiquity has 


yet {till he allows it-has it's: beauties. 


ther in a delicate turn, or. a happy word; 
the Greeks have underſtood this ſort of 


poetry, otherwiſe. than the Latins. 


2 . 
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produced, is the moſt inconſiderable, 4 


GY -Tajns beauties generally confiſT/ci-. {| | 
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"I 8 Greek, Epigram runs up oN a 
Iobckyy turn of thought; . that is "natural, 
but at the ſame time, fine and ſubtle. 
The Latin Epigram, , upon a falſe taſte, 

that ſway'd in the beginning of the de- | 

| cay of the pure latinity, which endets 
vours to ſurpriſe the mind, by ſome 
nipping word, which is calf 41a point; 

and it ĩs eaſy to obſerve, that the pun, 
te antithefis, the conundrum, and the 
_ double. entendre, are the uſual orna- 
ments and flowers in moſt of 0 mo- 


Oe Engliſh: Epigrams. Hir * 


As to the 8 the two- 


Latin writers, Catullus and Martial, 
the manner of the firſt id of a fine 


character, WhO endeavours: to cloſe a 
natural thought with a delicate turn 


8 72 L of 


5 


of words, Wicki xke Amplicity of a 
very foft Exprelfion.” Martial, on the 
other hand, uſually terminates an ordi- 
nary "thought, by ſome word that 1d 
ſurpriſing and all perſons of good tafte 
have prefer d the manner of Catullu 
before that of Martial; there being more 
true delicacy in the one than the other. 

Wie find vety little conſiderable, in the 
'Epigrammatilts/of latter ages, ud it _ 
one of chat ſort of verſes, in which a 
author : is very ſaldom ſudceſsful; an 

Epigram, being of little worth, 20 

ifa gg if ĩt ads re, | 
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As to the alfa; and eſſentials 
of an Epigram, critics: are very much 
divided; the Greeks:confine their Epi- | 

"grins 4 in a very eee 3 and 
*L a ä ogy 
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though in the Anthologia, we here, and 
there mect with a very long one, yet 
uſually, they do not exceed: or, at the 
maſt, run beyond eight verſes: the 
3h Latins are not alweys ſo ſcrupulous: 
and the ode. leſs ſol as to theſe 
| Þounds.i; o 92536 1:30 J6 2 10217 
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'' Mr „ Le Brun defines „ n pid 
bea e e tien kind 
| of ſubjdcts zi and ending with-'a lively, 
| guſt, and unexpected thought; which 
bal fays, are nene a to 
| the Epigtam, panticularly to: the: firſt, 
and the laſt of them. Viz. point arid 
3 Puiovith's the ordinary limits of it, from 
ty to twenty verſes; though we have 


| Jinſtances! in the antients and moderns, 
here they extend to * 5 But ſtill jt- | 


15177 ; s is 
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is allow'd, the ſhorter the better, as It -- 
partakes more of the nature and cha- 
racter oſ this kind of poem. The point 
or turn is much inſiſted on by moſt 
critics, who require the Epigram con- 
ſtantly to cloſe with ſomething poig- 
nant, and unexpected; to which the 
reſt of the compoſition, is always pre- 
paratory; others exclude the point, and 
5 require the thought to be equally dif- 
fus d through the whole poem, without 
laying the whole ſtreſs upon the cloſe ; 
the former is uſually Martial's practice, 
and the e latter that of Catullus, 


A FRENCH 2 obſerves, that the 
Epigram is the 1 
derable of all the | 
and that it is rather the effect of good 
luck, | 
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luck, than art to ſucceed therein ; the 
fineneſs and ſubtlety of it, Mr. Boileau 
obſerves, ſhould turn on the words, 
rather than the thought: which ſeems 
very little to the credit of this kind of 


compoſition, as it reduces it to the na- 


ture of a pun, or equivoque. 


Ox great beauty of an Epigram, is 


to leave ſomething. for the reader to 


gueſs and ſupply; as nothing pleaſes 
the mind ſo much, as to find ſomething 
of itſelf, in the object preſented to it; 
nor does any thing diſguſt it more, 
than being precluded from ſhewing and 
exerciſing a faculty, it values itſelf ſo 
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Tux author of a new collection of 
French Epigrams, has many excellent 
obſervations, on the nature of this kind 
of poetry; he defines' an Epigram, an 
ingenious thought, deliverd in a few 
verſes ; he ſays, that it admits of a 
great variety. of ſubjects, as ſome are 
defign'd to praiſe, others to fatirize ; 
which 4aſt are much the eaſieſt ; ill- 
nature. ſerving inſtead of point or wit. 
Boileau's Epigrams, are all ſatires upon 
one or other; thoſe of De Reux are 
all made in honour of his friends; 
and thoſe of madam Scudery are ſo 
many eulogies; the Epigram being 
only a ſingle thought, it would be 
ridiculous to expreſs it, in a great 
number of verſes; it muſt have it's 
unity, like the drama; the comedy 

| has 


[ | x ; | g : . : P 

| has an action for it's ſubje& ; the E pi- I 
gram, a thought. aten ; 
1 TY 9% TY hn, 3 F 
Ho far theſs critical rules have I 
18 been obſerved, in the following col- I 
[| | le&ion, muſt be ſubmitted to the judg- 
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OR, 15 
A NEW COLLECTION 
— O F 
S T EPIGRAMS, 
AND 


THE SHORTER ODES, &e. 


GEV EIEEHSECEEOIES 


1 and PA L LAS. 


O Mars, fays Pallas, as one common 
friend, 

Let both unite, our Britain to defend , 

With wiſdom, I each ſtateſman's breaſt inſpire, 

You ſwell each hero's ſoul with martial fire 3 

Our aid by turns to each while we impart, 

Their country's love dilating every heart; 
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Tis done — her troops are arm'd, her fleets are 
nnd, 2 R 
Two mortals act, what two immortals plann'd ; 
Prudence with bravery, zeal with courage joins, 
And Howe compleats each ſcheme, as Pitt deſigns. 
When bold the warrior, and the patriot wiſe, 
Succeſs and LY are their double prize. 
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Tavs in the bounding 3 arrows rapid flight, 
The arm impels, the eye directs it right; 
One, when tis launc'd, accelerates its ſpeed; 
Mone guides it ſteady to the mark decreed; 
Th' unerring ſhaft the prize appointed claims, 
Nor once miſtakes the point, at which it aims. 


HIS foe, the Parthian better to amuſe, 

Firſt flies, then turns, and afterwards purſues; 

. Firmor, on a quite different plan relies, 
For Firmor conquers firſt, and after flies; 
Pruffia, of numbers ſlain no longer boaſt, 

For he is victor here, who loſes moſt; . 
Secure of fame the Ruſſian Mars in fight, 
Who gathers wreaths and laurels from his flight. 


On 
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On the Memoirs of the Houſe of Brandenburg 


HIS ſword with Gallic blood, when Cæſar ſtain'd, 
His pen ſecur'd that fame his ſword had gain'd; 


Pruffia, his great fore-fathers acts has ſhewn, 
And not to ſhade em, has conceaPd his own. 


His own memoirs had the brave warrior wrote, 
His anceſtors renown had been forgot ; 
Leſs veneration to their virtues pay'd, 

His own exploits had he himſelf diſplay d. 


HER nymphs leſs fair and beauteous thus appear, 
When beauty's queen herſelf is ſtanding near; 
And every planet's ſickly light decays, 

Loſt in the riſing ſun's refulgent rays. | 


On two rival Kings. 


NEITHER reſolv'd the palm to yield, 
- The conteſt undecided yet ; 
George always conquers in the field, 
Bourbon as oft in the Gazette, 
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No a fame would ſhine 10 bright, 
Or fairer i in each Gallic muſe; x3 
Nur Bourbon victor in the flight, 
Olt as he triumphs i in the hews. 


i prudent Reſolution---On the fame. 
M A D fools alone, in battles pant for fame y 


Repoſe and quiet are your wiſer aim ! 

In fight great monarchs often meet with ffrokes z 
And bullets viſit kings like other folks. 

To your Verſailles in ſafety you retreat, 

And leave it to your generals — to be beat. 


- + ir.& #.x tf, $06 
VAIN Pallas! Boaſt no more your dreadful ſhieldz 
Your Ægis blazing o'er the ſanguine field; 
That monarch view, and own more foes have fled 
From F rederic's ſword, than from Mzduſa's. head. 


German Gratitude. 


FROM Pruffia Daun oblig'd to fly, 
And loſing half ten thouſand men; 
Thanks the kind gods — His reaſon why > 
Becauſe he fav'd another ten, 


Thus 


ES) 
"Thus a fond cat, upon her bed, 
That hugs and nurſes kittens five ! 


"Two loſt, who troubles not her head, 
But joys, that three are ſtill alive. 


On a religious Monarch, 


LEWIS is often heard to pray, | 
- Forgetful of his royal ſpoule ; 7 . 
What might the kneeling lover ſay! | 
— Dear Pompadour, ah! hear my vows. 
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While I thy heavenly ſmiles enjoy, 
From every anxious paſſion free; 
My crown if loſt, I loſe a toy, 
If ſtil, my fair, poſſeſſing thee, 
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On the Duke of Cumberland receiving a Shot 
at the Batile of Dettingen. | 


PROUD Bourbon, e with thy ſcars, 
In Voltaire's muſe had ſoard a god; 
And with Alcides, Jove, and Mars, - 
On the ſame cloud above had rod; 
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Fadſt thou, fam'd oculiſt, the art, 
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Their thirſt of glory is the ſame, - 
Tho” different views each hero fire; 
While William ftrives to ſtretch his fame, 
Bourbon to keep his limbs entire. 


To the Empreſs Queen. 


TO know exact the number of thy lain, 
Aſk not thy general, but each bleeding plain; 
This better, than thy flying chiefs can tell, 
What heaps expir'd, what gaſping victims fell; 
If not, conſult thy wretched nation's fears, 
Thy orphans ſorrows, and thy widows tears, 


_ To Doctor Taylor. 


SIGHT to the blind thou doſt impart; 
Yet, ah] How great were our ſurprize, 


To clear and open Auſtria's eyes. 
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On the King of Pruſſia. 


IF Frederic's age ſhould be enquired — 
— Forty perhaps, or ſomething more —= 
If by his victories acquir'd, | 
The warrior muſt have reach'd fourſcore, 


From no ſtate annals we can gueſs, 
How old the matchleſs king appears ! 


Number his laurels — they expreſs 
Exact the number of his years. 


On the French Unpoliteneſs. 


HE R compliments ſo long delay'd, 
Shall France by Britain be outdone ? 
To Gaul, three viſits we have pay d! 
And ſhe has not return'd us one. 
| * 
Tho' Lewis does our favours ſlight, 
Should we oblige him with one more; 
Say, would not Howe be thought polite, 
Suppoſe he makes three viſits four ? 


B 4 Friendly 
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Friendly Advice to the French King, 
SINCE your maſculine captains have promis'd in 


Vain. 


The fame you have loſt, by their 15580 to regain; 


Tho' a little unſkill'd in the rude fighting trade, 


Pray arm out next ſummer a female brigade ; 


Pour petticoat warriors, perhaps may do more 


Than your marſbals in breeches have c'er done 
before ! 

Your colonels diſmiſs d, if theſe EPO in their 
room ö 


A pinner may look full as fierce as a plume ; 


Their ſtratagems various, a foe to ſurprize ; 


Tf their piſtols miſs fire, who can kill with their eyes, 


— 


On tbe frequent Change of 2 French Generals. wo 


THIS chiff to grace, now Lewis is inclin 'd, 
Succeeded by another in a trice ; a 

Say, why — the monarch thinks it quite unkind, 
To ſee one gallant leader beaten twice! 
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Clermont! Thy prince's favour then withſtanũ, 
Nor in the battle wiſh for Richlieu's place; 

Since every honour, every new command, 

Is ſtill attended with ſome new diſgrace. 
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On the French Alliance. 


WITH whatſoever empires elſe ally'd, 

Bourbon and Heaven are ſeldom of a fide ; 

How myſtic is their zeal ? How ſtrange to ſee, 
That chriſtian kings and Heaven ſhould ne'er agree! 


Whoſe aid they beg, upon whoſe arm they truſt, 
For what? — to help to make em more unjuſt, 


Of the Flight of the Ruſſians after the Battle 
of Cruſtein. 


F IRMOR | Thy nimble troops had wonders done, 
At fam'd Olympus ftriving for renown ; 
For there the combatants who faſteſt run, 


Are always ſure to wear the victor's crown. 


( 70 ) 
On the French Gazette. 


TH O' her loſſes were greater, more deep her 
diſtreſs, 
Vet France all her griefs, with one i eaſes; 
She prints her own liſts, which ſhe ſends to the 
_ preſs, 
And can ſlay. or defeat, 10 what number ſhe. 
pleaſes. 
Her glory immortal, all Europe would think, 
Did her ſwords kill as many as die by her ink, 
How myſtic her triumphs, whoſe murdering 
quill, 
More foes, than her muſkets and bayonets kill. 


To the King of Pruſſia. 


T O ſeize your crown, whilſt France and Auſtria 
| join, 

"Tis but to make your glory fairer ſhine ; 

Each well-fought battle gives you freſh renown, 
And adds another gem to deck your crown 
Augments its luſtre with a brighter ray, 
And turns your morn into the fulleſt day. 
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On! nobly form'd, to give all Europe reſt ; 

To quell the proud, and ſuccour the diſtreſt: 
Heaven guides your ſword, directs each flying ball, 
When your loud thunders pierce the tim'rous Gaul, , 
Viewing the lillies from each ſtandard tore, 

Each German field diftain'd with Gallic gore; 
Which round each plain in larger ſtreams ſhall ow, 
Whene'er thy gallant ſquadrons meet a foe, 


WHAT can that hero's matchleſs ardor tame, 
When winter ſtorms his courage more enflame? 
The chilling northern blaſt, whoſe ſoul defies, 
His fire augmented by the freezing ſkies? 
Unaw'd by Danger's, and by Fortune's frown, 

A bed of ſtraw how oft his bed of down? | 

A monarch ſleeping by a peaſant's feet, 

His royal pillow ſcarce ſo ſoft and ſweet. 

When reſcuing injur'd nations from diſtreſs, 

You fight to fave and conquer, but to bleſs ; 

"Tis not ambition does your vengeance wake, 

But Europe's dying liberties at ſtake ; 

That realms by you from dire oppreſſion freed, 
Freedom might ſmile again — ar tyrants bleed. 

5 | Your 


ol 


„„ 
= Your thirſt, is but a thirſt of virtuous fame; 
Four ſword almoſt leſs dreaded than your name. 


PuRsvE your conqueſts, in each action brave! 
A victor ſtill, where e er your enſigns wave. 
Scatter confuſion, dread and death around, 

| Where your dread colours blaze, or thunders found; 
Till Britain reſcued from her fears, ſhall ſee 
Her throne ſecur d, her nen fav'd by thee. 


05 a Cargo of French Muffs taken by ihe 
Pruſſians. 


LEWI S, the $00 harſh, the feaſon rough, 
To each of his brave colonels ſends a muff; 
Knowing his troops too tender to reſiſt 

The foe, without a fur upon each wriſt : 

For who could prime his gun, or piſtol hold, 


| Whoſe aching fingers were benumm'd with cold ? 


Pruſfa, a different ſcheme in war approves, 

- Whoſe hardy veterans charge without their gloves; 
| Defy the rigour of the cutting air, 

And fight and 1 85785 with their knuckles bare, 


a / 


BOURBON,, 


( 13 3 


BovaBox, if wreaths and triumphs are thy aim 
"Think of ſome wiſer arts, to purchaſe fame; 
Some. other ſchemes, thy rival to ſubdue, 
Warm muffs, without keen ſwords, will never do. 
Thy ſhivering chiefs would act a nobler part, | 
Wouldſt thou ſend ſomething that n warm 
their heart; 

Leſs for their courage, than their heels admird; 
With fighting oft; with flying ſeldom tir'd. 
Whoſe troops would never fail ſucceſs to meet, 
Were battles to be won, by nimble feet. 


A friendly Admonition to the Empreſs. 


WOULDST thou be loſt and ruin'd quite, 
Without a friend or pity die; 
Gainſt Pruſſia's hero chooſe to fight, 
And boaſt Verſailles for thy ys p | 


Whole treacherous vows, ah ! learn to ſhun 3 
Too weak thy empire to defend; 

Thou canſt not yet be quite undone, 
Till France is choſe to be thy friend. 


1 


— 


4 On a private Perſon advanced by his merits, t6 
the firſt honours of the State, 


THUS antient Rome, her great dictators found 

| Tilling their Latian, or their Sabine ground; _ 

I" But when her fields with hoſtile troops o'er-ſpreads 

1 When Pyrrhus, or when Carthage was her dread; 
Juſt in the dangerous criſis of her fate, 

Her chiefs were call'd to fave her ſinking ſtate. 
Her joyful tribes now round their chariots flow, | 
Grac'd with a Græcian or a Gallic foe ; 

The warriors long forgot, they now adore 
. Crown'd with thoſe laurels, which they nurs'd 
before, | 


ki 


In Pitt, another Coſſus we admire, 
Born to awake each drowſy warrior's fire, 
Once more to make his Britain's bravery known, 
And ſhake the Gallic tyrant on his throne ; 
Whoſe eloquence, each venal rival's dread, 
Strikes faction ſpeechleſs, and corruption dead. 


Gallie 


Mo 3 


' Gallic Piety. 


FRANCE in her warlike ſchemes for ever croſt, 
Has till her anthems for each battle loſt : 
More of her troops, kind Frederic, if you kill, 
You make her pious king, more pious ſtill. 


Killing no Death. To the King. | 


MISTAEEN prince! Your ſchemes can ne'er 
be right : 
No more againſt a foe immortal fight. 
Kill half his cat-kind troops, one day, at five, 
At ſix next morn, you find 'em all alive; 
Tho' proſtrate in the field, you ſee em lie, 
Kill 'em you muſt once more, before they die. 
In vain, theſe Hydra armies you ſubdue; 
One head lopp'd off, who hiſs and fight with two. 
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On the Arms of the German Empire, 
To the King. 


AUSTRIA, the royal bird of Jove may prize, 
Which bears the god triumphant thro! the ſkies. 
The eagle on her flags may proudly ſhine ; 
Auſtria's the eagle, but Jove's thunder 's thine, 


On the Art of Flying. 


OF Dxdalus, a-croſs the air, who flew 

O'er lands and ſeas, the Roman poet ſings ! 
Frederic, the flying art does now renew ; 

Say Pruſſia, where did you procure your wings ! 


Your pinions ſtrong, which bear you out of ſight; 


E'er your plumes flag, and e'er your vigour fails; 
Purſue your courſe, direct your next bold flight 
(You know the road,) to Paris, or Verſailles, 


The 


Gu 


The new Coalition. 
SAYS Lewis one day, in his cloſet confin'd, 
Tho' to humble my foes, my own power is too 
'{mall; 
Yet the devil and I, when our forces are join'd, 
Shall ſoon be a match, and too hard for em all. 


On my brother's ſupport, I may ſafely depend: 

For Satan to France, has been always a friend ; 
Our fleets when engaged, and our armies muſt fly, 
If we loſe ſuch a truſty, and faithful ally. 


The humble Petition of a French Officer taken 
' Priſoner by the Pruſſians. 


WHEN Monſieur found a Pruffian at his throat, 
Ah! ſpare he cries, nor wound this martial coat; 
Embtoidered all, and ſtiff with lace and gold, 
do rich a veſt, no taylor ever fold; 2 
To my toupee and ſcarf ſome mercy ſhew, 
Jou kill:the hero, if you ſpoil the beau; 
My ſhoulder, ſee it bare, I value not; 
But, oh! take pity on my ſhoulder knot ! 
| > C Than 


1 
Than death itſelf, twould pain my boſom more, 
To view this rich ſurtout, theſe ringlets tore; 
My dear cockade to find, or beaver hurt; 

Or enter heaven, without a ruffled ſhirt. 

*T would vex a warrior, ev'n in bliſs, to find 

His hair uncurl'd, and ſnuff- box left behind. 

In Styx itſelf, I'd rather chooſe to how], 

Than gain elyzium, with my linnen foul, 

The chief uhcas'd, himſelf half naked found; 


46 Then kighing deeply, | dy'd without a wound. 


On Richlieu's Barbarities at Zell. 


CLOSE by the burning pile the ſavage ſtood, 
And ſaw the floors diſtain'd with Orphan's blood. 
With joy he ſeems to hear the wretch's cries; | 
Tho moan'd and pity'd, by the weeping \ſkies. 
Neto, if living, would have 'bluſh'd to ſee, 

A tyrant" more renown'd, and fam'd-than he 
To the red flames one did the guiltleſs doom, 
One ſpar'd his fubjects, when he fir d his Rome. 
In tranſport, who'beheld the blazing fire; 

But ſaw no infants in che blaze expire. 


( is, 3 


Judas und the Pope. 
A POPE compar'd x with Ju udas - — ſomethiog ad 


Why! ? One betrays, the other cats his god. 
Doubt we to which the greateſt fame i is due! * 
Judas, the better chriſtian of the two: 

Learn 'd critics ſay, in guilt 1 which moſt excels; 
He whg devours his god, or he who ſells? N 


On the Retreat of Count Daun from Dreſden. 


GREAT queen apoſtolic, oh! haſte, and ordain 
In all thy glad churches a grateful thankſgiving; | 
Since Daun with his army, half wounded, half ſlain; 


Has 23 the good fortune to breathes 2nd. þs 


livin g. 


Thy caution, wiſe Fabius“, we all muſt admire, 
Which cauſe for a triumph may juſtly afford ; 
Since we own tis a conqueſt, to fly and retire” 


With life, and in ſafety, from Frederic's keen 
ſword; 


S On 
* 4 name confer'd on Count Daun. 
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On the French Priſoners in England. 


EACH Gallic captive by his fetters gains ; 

Is pleas'd, and triumphs in his happy chains. 

- Back to their country, none deſire to fail; 

Feeding much better in a Britiſh jail. 

Their tripe and meagre, long their poor relief, 
Exchanging now for pudding, pork, and beef. 
Delighted more with their confinement here; 
Than keeping Lent at home, for half the year. 

In cruelty, ah ! why ſhould you delight! 

Give em their freedom, GEoRGE, you ſtarve em 

| quite ? = * M1 
To France return'd, ſtate offals, cruſts and whey, 
Their coarſe repaſt, and dinner of the day. 5 
Oblige 'em then in this one laſt requeſt, 

Keep em ſtill captives, and you leave em bleſt: 

Confine em here, you rid 'em of their pains ; 
French freedoms, more a curſe, than Britain's chains. 


( <2 } 


On the French Allies. 


| THE battle-axe, our hardy Britons found, 
The ſureſt weapon to inflict a wound : 

The Turk his ſcimiter ; the Parthian bow 

Was choſe in fields of death, to gall the foe: 
Rome in her conteſts with invading kings, 
Still truſted to her W her darts and ſlings. 


HE R fighting cn how does Francy 
| defend? q 
With a ſaint's bone, a tooth, or finger's wy 
His living legions worſted, in their ſtead, 
Lewis implores aſſiſtance from the dead, 
His prayer is heard — brother now helping brother, 
One ſenſeleſs ſkull, the guardian, of another; 
A rib, from ſome fam'd martyr's coffin drawn, 
Has kill'd more foes, than n Soubize or Daun. 11 


. 
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To the King, 


IN vain your troops their bravery ſhew, 
Their ſwords quite needleſs to chaſtize nf 
A perjur d rival wants no foe | 

His guilt to puniſh, but the ſkies 


Gaim tHþtohs power, ad THICK fol "" 

Your ſword will always have the odds ; 
With men alone your arfiles fight ; 

But Bourbon's, againſt men and goss. 


To the Vogel fs, oh Ber unte with France, 


WHILE France, her treacherops Arms employzy 
Thy gaſping einpire to reſtore ; 

Her fridridſhip half thy realms deftroys, 
What could a hoſtile ſword do more ? 


Thus Drury nymphs, to love inclin'd, 
Plunder your fob, your noſe efface ; 
Ad fatal always when molt kind, 
Or pox or kill, when they embrace. 


On 


(FJ 


On the French Cruelty to the Englith Prifoners. 
WHEN Gallia's troops in bare meet ſyccely 


Their ſpite is greater, as their courage lels ! 

See the brave Britiſh youth, not doom'd to die, 
Pallid and faint, in her dark dungeons lie; 
Oppreſs' d with hunger, loaded with their chains, | 
The haughty victor, ſmiling at their pains, 

The weeping walls around em drop a tear, 

And ſeem with pity their complaints to hear; 
While the proud foe with joy attends their moan, 
Ah! more relentleſs, than the ſofter ſtone. ? 
How kinder much, by Gallia's ſword to die, 
Than live, to periſh by her cruelty. 

In torments to prolong the wretch's fate; 

Her mercy full as ſavage, as her hate. 


Advice to a French Officer indiſpoſed. 


IF a doctor you want to get rid of your pain, 
At Berlin, a learned phyſician you Il ſee; 
None pierces or opens à Gallican vein, 
Wich half the ſucceſs, or ſo nicely as he. 


G4 Tho? 


(#4 7 
Tho' the method he takes for effecting your cure, 
May the cauſe of ſome doubt to his patients afford 5 
His hand never ſhakes, but is ſteady and ſure, 
For the Re" he uſes, is always a ſword, 


A PROPHECY. 


WHEN Britain' s tow'ring navies Neptune ſaw, 
Spread o'er his ſeas, the ſubject deep to awe z 
The power of ocean lifting up his head 

Above the waves, to each brave leader ſaid ; 
That potent ſceptre, lend me to controul 

The briny floods, which all around me roll ; 

I place it, hers by right, in Britain' s hand, 
From pole to pole to ſtretch her wide command : 
To the ſea's ſov'reign, now no longer mine, 
My power at once, and trident ! reſign ; 

My Tritons on their ſhells, ſhall found his fame, 
And Neptune's quite be loſt, in George's name. 


O' xx every nation, which the ſun ſurveys, 
Or with it's riſing, or it's ſetting rays; 
Unaw'd by foes, his enſigns ſhall prevail, 
With victor laurels, grac'd each opening fail ; 
Whole 
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Whoſe iſle ſhall ne er my broken faith arraign, 
While Jove himſelf confirms, what I ordain. 


The ORACLE. 
LEWIS, impatient quite to know 
His fate next ſpring upon the Rhine, 


Anxious the while, reſolves to go, ; 
And clear his doubts, at Phoebus? ſhrine. 


Strait to the oracle he went, 
Made a low bow ; when drawing near, 2 
Pray (ſays the God) with what intent, | 
What mighty buſineſs brought you here?“ 


From your dread tripod (he replyd ) 
Prophetic power, I fain would know, 
If fortune, turning on my ſide, 


I once may hope to cruſh my foe ?* 


In my preſages, oft I'm out, 
Fut if to Britain you repair, 
She may perhaps reſolve your doubt: 
The ſureſt oracle is there. 


6 26 ) 


© What ſhe decrees, you muft admit, 
Nor afk one fingle reaſon why ; 
© Three ſages, Anſon, Howe, and Pitt, 
© Are prophets, full as wiſe as I. 


- .... ] ! ̃˙ Ä OOO POET . : 
—— - — 9 


To ſpeak my mind, if I may gueſs, 
From what already has been paſs'd ; 
© Your troops will have the ſame ſucceſs, 
© The next campaign, as in the laſt.” 


Lewis, who thought the anſwer odd, 
Not ſuited to his hopes, or pride; 
Look'd four,—and told the ſimple god, 

In anger, that his worſhip ly'd. 


© No more, ſays he, upon your ſhrines 

| © From me, the hallow'd victim bleeds ; 
| My gen'ral's are as good divines, 

| © Better perhaps, than Delphos breeds,” 


». 
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On the Engliſh Fleet in Harbour, 


SPREAD out ſo lately on the crowded deep, 
Why in their ports, do Britain's navies ſleep? 
Say, from their dreaded foe, do they retire, 
Or have they laviſh'd all their ſhot and fire ? 
Says Howe, My gallant failers want employ z 
France now has left them little to deftroy z 
When next her flags appear upon the main, 
The Britim thunders Will be heard again; 
Why my brave tars enjoy a ſhort repoſe, 

Is not for want of courage but of ford ! 


'S 


A noble Reſolution. 


| SAYS Bourbon, one day, I ſhall ne'er be at reſt, 
Till my empire extends from the eaſt to the weſt ; 
Till this ſtate, nor that ſtate, my power does confine, 
Stretch'd out from the Garges and Ind. to the Rhine. 
Proud Pruſſia, the firſt who'my vengeance ſhall feel; 
And Britam the next at my footſtool ſhall kneel; 
In another campaign, I am fix'd on her throne : 
Says George, Migity'ſir, eſt be ſute of your own: 
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Whate'er you may fancy, you fink in renown ; 
It totters already—take care of your crown: 

If my navy, your terror, next ſummer prevails, 
I may pay you a viſit, perhaps, at Verſailles. 


On a Generous Enemy. 


8 OUR foreſt oaks are now quite uſeleſs grown; 3 
PFrance builds us flects with timber of her own. 
Say Lewis, Have your ſtateſmen judg'd aright, 
To arm whole navies gainſt yourſelf in fight? 
Your veſſels thund'ring from the Britiſh ſhore, 
Your realms defence, your guardians now no more; 
They hear each other now with dread amaze, 
While Gallic againft Gallic cannons blaze, 
Yet to our foe we preſents ſend as good, 

| Returning bullets, in exchange for wood, 


* 
* 


= The Grand Coalition : o. er, | 
The Quadruple Alliance. 


T WO kings and two queens, in a —_ lately 
join'd, | 


-In council deliver'd their dif "rent opinions; 
2 What 


(WJ 

What ſcheme was the wiſeſt; what methods to 
find, ST 

From Pruſſia to rayiſh her crown and dominions. 


Sage Fred'ric the while, ſtanding cloſe by their ſide, 

' Attended each word of their politic chat; | 

While his empire between em the ſovereigns 
divide, | | 


As you ſhall have this part, and I will have that. 


Says he, Mighty potentates, valiant and wiſe, 
E'er your ſwords are unſheath'd, or you ſeize on 
my throne, 
In fo doubtful a caſe, if a foe may adviſe, 
To think of ſome way for ſecuring your own. 


As for you, Monſieur Lewis, I well know that 
war is 
Leſs pleaſing to you than a wanton amour; 
Then abandon the war, and return back to Paris, 
To comfort and ſolace your dear Pompadour. 


Great madam of Auſtria, I've read in the news, | 
. How ſorely by France you have oft been per- 
plex d; L 


© 4 


That 


i 2 

That you loft the laſt war your hood, tucker and 
ſhoes : 
Pray guard, from my huſſars, your fmock in the 


next. 


You, lady, fo proud of your bears and your Ruffes, 
To the burg of St. Peter Id haye you make haſte, 
If your lips are not tir d, you may ſtill ſpare ſome 
buſſes 
To your captains and colonels who ſmuggl'd you 
ET | 
You mimic of royalty, ſhade of a king, 
As your Swediſh batalions have little to boaſt; 
Pray man a few barges, from Pruſſia to bring 
The ſhatter d remains of the ſquadrons you loſt, 


Your plots, like the web which a ſpider does ſpin, 
Each thread but a trembling, ſcarce viſible ray, 
Their texture fo brittle, ſo flimſy and thin, 
Wich a breath, when I pleaſe, I can puff em 
AWAY» 
All four look'd like ninnies, and hung down theit 
heads, 
And thought on their whimſical projects no 
” more; 


While 


| ( 32 }) 
While this way, and that ways they ſeamper d and 
fled, 
And threw down their ſwords they had whetted 
| before, 


On the French Colours being up in St. Paul's. 


PAUL, once a faint, but now a Gallic beau, 

In his new dreſs does now himſelf admire ; 
Around his dome ſo many lilies blow, 

| How fragrant and how gay muſt be his choir ? 


Jupiter and Mars. 


SAYS Jove to great Mars, as "together they 
| din'd, | 2 
And paſs da few hours, on Olympus, away, 
I hear from below, that ſour monarchs have join d 
Our hero of Berlin with hopes to deſtroy. 


Thoꝰ he fights like a god, and one born in our ſkies, 
Yet th' unequal contention muſt quickly be o er; 

In vain on his courage our fav'rite relies, 
For how can and ah it wien four. 


* 


(32) 
Says Mars, in reply, Oh! be never afraid, 
From all dangers that threaten our champion is 
1 free, de op | 
Two deities help, and he's ſure of their aid, 
Of lightnings from Jove, and of vigor from me, 


While a brace of immortals his boſom inſpire 
With courage, the monarch has nothing to fear ; 

Each foe that now threatens, muſt bleed, or retire, 

While you lend him your thunders, I lend him 


my ſpear. 


A bappy King. 


BOURBORN, contriving to be fully bleſt _ 
And happy quite, the wiſeſt ſcheme purſues; 
No credit left, no money in his cheſt, 
What has the monarch now to fear or loſe? 


7 + | Prufſan Timidity.. 


T HAT Frederic courage wants, ſure none deny! y- 
From place to place you always ſee him fly ; 
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His 


(= 
His rapid ſpeed, nor rocks nor hills can ſtay 3 
Still poſting on—but Firmor leads the way. 
One chance however may retard his flight, 
If Firmor turns, and dares renew the fiight. 
A ſtanding warrior then, the foe might ſee; 
The marble tow'r leſs firm and fix'd than He. 


To the Gallican King. 


T © finiſh your wars, as you want freſh ſupplies, 
Where next ſhall your marſhals for ſuccour repair? 

In the clouds they have always good truſty allies, 
For the devils, they tell us inhabit the air. 


On the reduction of Louiſbouigh. 


WHEN the burg of fam'd Lewis was ſaid to be ta'en, 
It's fleet all in flames, half it's garriſon ſlain; 
Says Bourbon, there's none can know better than „ 
I tell you the news is all fable and lye. | 
On my valiant Duroer is my truſt and reliance, 
Who fights like a Mars, and bids England defiance; 
Six thouſand pale Britons lay dead on the ſhore ; 
By a liſt in my pocket, their numbers are more. 

D In 
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In the hands of my gen'ral the fortreſs is yet; 
If you credit not me, pray believe my gazette. 


On the flight of the Ruſſians, after the battle 
¶ Cruſtein. 


FROM fruitful plains, and vallies fair, 
Why chuſes Firmor to retreat ? 

He better likes a chilling air, 
Than in a milder to be beat. 


'The prudent chief, tho? brave and bold, 
"Thought it much wiſer to retire ; 
And rather freeze in Ruſſia's cold, 

Than warm himſelf at Dohna's fire, 


On the ſame. 


W ITH one loſt battle, Firmor not content, 
'The doubtful war, determines to renew ; 
Say Mars, Apollo ſay, with what intent, 
To change one loſing battle, into two? 


(3% % 
To ſhine at laſt, a victor in the field, 
Still be thy hopes, brave hero kept alive; 
Nor to thy haughty foe e er ſtoop to yield, 
Till thy two battles loſt, encreaſe to five. 


To Comt DAU N. 


N O wonder, that thy ſquadrons feel 
A terror, hearing Fred'ric's name; 

Their ſwords are only brittle ſteel, 
His, like an angel's, temper'd flame, 


Te GENIUS of ENGLANE 


fo BRN N NIA. 
W HY favourite goddeſs, penſive ai alone, 


With ſeeming cares oppreſs'd, upon thy throne 1 | 
I come, by heaven commiſſion'd, from the ſkies, 


To wipe each tear of ſorrow from thy eyes; 


To guard thy iſle, from dangers that ſurround, 


And pour a balm into each feſtering wound, 
I hail thee, ſoy'reign empreſs of the main, 
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Fix'd the decree above, the fates ordain; 45 | 


Each 


3 

Each patriot's breaſt, with wiſdom J inſpire; 
Each warriors boſom, warm with martial fire; 
That flame which glow'd in each heroic breaſt, 
| When vanquiſh'dGaul thy matchleſs pow'r confeſs'd.. 
| No more ſhall daſtard chiefs thy fleets command, 
Nor timerous generals head thy troops by land; 
While Amherſt does thy fame abroad ſuſtain, 
And Howe, with Gallic blood the ocean ſtain, 
Their vengeance let thy angry foes purſue, 
W If while they hate, they fear and tremble too. 


A true GALLIIC KING. 


NO wonder that the fov'reign lord of France, 
= Should live his ſubjects pride, and chief delight; 
For he can ſing and fiddle, dreſs and dance, 


And that's enough —for why ſhould monarchy 
fight ? 


The Maſtiff and Curs. 


| F ov R ſnarling curs, a maſtiff Ipy'd, 
= Quite peaceful, and alone; 


| With wiſhful looks, his breakfaſt ey'd,. 


And envy'd him his bone. 
Let 
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Let us, they ery'd, our forces join, 
Unite our martial powers ; 

In a firm league, if we combine, 
'The bone will ſoon be ours. 


A dainty meal, we need not lack, 
And yet no danger fear; 

If two of us his front attack, 
Two charge him on his rear. 


Thus cloſely preſs'd on either hand, 
We bid his fangs defiance; 

Too weak his courage to withſtand, 
Our quadruple alliance. 


Towſer, who heard the puppies prate, 


Made but a ſhort reply; 


Since you reſolve to tempt your fate, 
Prepare to bleed, or die. 


To0 late their raſhneſs they deplore, 
Their ſtrength unequal found; 
With ſcars and blood all cover'd o'er, 
None ſcap'd, without a wound. 
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For mercy now the cowards beg, 

= F or pardon loudly call; 

He heard—then lifting up his leg, 
Firſt kick'd, then ſpurn'd em all. 


Bounce, with a noſe and bloody ear, 

WOE Snap with a gripe, diſmiſs'd; 
On Tray and Bluff, who quak'd for fear, 

He ohly groul'd and piſs'd. 


© Back to your kennel, ſlaves retire, 
On ſcraps and offals dine; 

And never more at treats aſpire, 
And banquets, nice as mine.” 


Fides Punica. 
CARTHAGE by falſhood, gain'd an impious fame, 
The arts of faithleſs Gaul are juſt the ſame. 
A length more infamous, whoſe king has run; 


The pagan, by the chriſtian king outdone, 


To 


. 


To the apoſtolic Queen at VIENNA. 


ON Britains ſword, miſguided queen depend; 

Long thy ſupport, and guard, and ſureſt friend! 

From treacherous Gaul, what ſuccours canſt thou 
find ; 

Who ruins firſt, to ſhew herſelf more kind? 

By friends undone, who now ſhall pity ſhew ! 

To fave thy empire, truft a kinder foe. | 

See, what rewards, what wreaths thy falſhood gains, 

Thy ſubjects ravag'd half, and half in chains; 

By famine waſted, rotting in a grave, 

Dug by a king, who vow'd thy realms to fave. 


On a late Deſcent upon FRANCE. 


THO! dreadful once, thy burſting ſulph'rous cloud, 
Thy thunders, mighty Jove, for once give o'er ; 
Since Britain's vengeful cannons roar as loud, - 


Pointing their flames againſt the Gallic ſhore. 
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Tho” launc'd by thee, the ruddy light'nings glow, 
Yet, ah! unequal ſtill, your rival power. 
The Britiſh warrior, a more dangerous foe— 
Jove only rends an oak—Howe ſplits a tower. 


On the mutability of Fortune. 


HOW oft, and how loudly does Fortune proclaim, 
Her ſmiles are uncertain, her favours but brittle 

Who lately has alter'd a monarch's proud name, 
From Lewis the great, to poor Lewis the little. 


On the ſmiles of the goddeſs, might Britain preſume) 
In another campaign her battalions to bleſs ; 

A gem or two more could ſhe pluck from his plume» 
His title may dwindle from little to leſs, 


On a Thankſgiving at Paris, » for a . at 
Crevelt. 


To the FRENCH KING. 


WITH trophies fair as theſe, with ſuch ſucceſs, 
Thy pieus arms, may heaven ever bleſs; 
Oh! 


( #3 


Oh! what can ſave, this fortune's fav'rite ſon, 

Who by his victories is half undone, 

And often loſes, by a battle won; | 

Strange myſtic triumph ! when to win the prize, 
The vanquiſh'd follow, and the victor flies. 


To the ſame. 


T O cheat his ſubjects, Bourbon may have — 
Who tries his God devoutly to deceive 

Pays him the pious debts, he never ow'd, 

And thanks him for thoſe gifts, he ne'er beſtow'd ; 
Prophan'd by thee, who now ſhall dread the ſky ; 
Whoſe temples thus delude, and altars lie ; 
Where joy is feign'd, by wretches in deſpair, 
And Heaven oft banter'd, with a fulſome prayer. 


On the reduction of Canada and Quebec. 
OTHERS by ſlow degrees to glory riſe; 


Britons reſolve at once, and ſeize the prize ; 
Whoſe ardent troops, no dangers can diſmay ; 
A province, but the conqueſt of a day. 


it) 


A Grand Debate. 


SAYS Lewis to Clermont, I've ſomewhere been” 


taught, 


That angels have lac'd on their armour and 
fought ; f f 
And beat the black ſquadrons of Satan to a 
Suppoſe an'expreſs we to Heaven ſhould ſend, 
(It might go by a frank) to make Michael our 
friend, 
One ally from above, perhaps may do more 
| Than our colonels and captains, have e'er done 
before 
How ſoon ſhould I pluck Gon yon Hannover's 
i pride 
Could I fight, with an cherub, well-arm'd by my 
IG ſide. 
On her ad her courage, tho Britain reliess 


She may dread a wing d 1 warrior that falls from the 
Kies. 


The 
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The New Metamorphoſis. 


O L D Homer in his learned Iliad tells, 
(And Homer's word no critic ſure diſputes): 
Of fam'd Ulyſles' troops, by Circe's ſpells, 
And magic arts transform'd to beaſts and brutes* 


Of wond'rous changes Ovid too is full, 
His nymphs oft turn'd to trees, to birds and cows, 
Great Jove himſelf, a ſwan, a ſhower, a bull, 
W hile fair Europa, a young heifer lows. 


Now had the poet liv'd, we might have ſeen, 
Folks in as different ſhapes converted ſoon ; 
A gooſe, or owl, Vienna's changling queen 3 
Richlieu an ape, and Lewis a baboon. 


Vet Naſſo, greater ſtill had been thy art, 
And future bards would the great wonder ſing; 
Could'ſt thou inſpire with virtue Bourbon's heart, 
And change a Gallic, to a Chriſtian King! 
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On the Gallic Navy. 


HER fleets equip'd, her waving colours fly, 

Her opening lilies blaze along the ſky ; ; 
O'er every foe her navies muſt prevail, 

But firſt, let Britain give 'em leave to fail z 
To quit their ports all efforts, but in vain, 

While her dread flags controul, and awe the main. 


The Reſolution. 

LE T not thy vengeance Britain be allay'd, 
Till all his debt the perjur'd Gaul has pay'd ; 

Till Auſtria's queen thy indignation feels ; | 

Till Sweden trembles, and till Ruſſia kneels. 

The thunder, which th' aſtoniſh'd world alarms, 
| Leſs dreaded than thy ſword, and vengeful arms. 
* 


On the Battle of Hockſtead: 


BE GAR, ſays a monſieur, the battle juſt o'er, 
Bote fide be de terrible coward I find; 
Bote tir'd wid de fighting—de French fly before, 

And where be difference den, de Engliſh behind. 


De 
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© De troops of our monarch, bote nimble and light, 
On dere ſword, and dere muſket, but ſeldom 
« relying, 
© And de Britons, tho” better at blows in de fight, 
© Yet our gallan brigades ſtill out- do em in flying. 


\ 


On the firſs appearance of the Ruſſian 
Troops. | 


To the EMPRESS. 


S O rough, and ſo rugged, thy bearſkin brigades, 
Without fighting or blows, may be conquerors 
ſtill; 
Your captains half victors, before they al 
Who frighten more foes, than they wound, or 
they kill, 


A 


On the Bruſſels Gazette. | 


WHEN Auſtria's triumphs, Maubert wou'd expreſs, 
In print each week—the Devil ſets the preſs ; 
Black is the ink, with which the artiſt writes, 
But blacker much the ſcandal he indites ; 

Na 
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No need of many falſhoods, to ſupply 
His weekly news—'tis all Oz general lie. 


On tle EMPRESS, indiſpos'd, 


SICK of the war, her loſſes Auſtria weeps, 
And keeps her bed—the only thing ſhe keeps. 
But, ah ! warm blankets little help afford, 

All had gone better, had ſhe kept her word; 

Her pains are neither in her head or breaſt, 

But *tis her broken faith, that breaks her reſt ; 
Would'{ thou bid all thy boſom pangs defiance, 
One doſe will cure—renounce thy French alliance. 


On the Arms of France and England. 


A NOBLE beaſt does Britain's colours grace; 
A pallid flower, the Gallic ...gs debaſe ! 
Say, critics ! think you not the conteſt filly, 

A match betwixt a lion and a lilly ? 
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A French Cordial under Aflictions. 


THO! the gallant exploits of the Gallican youth, 
And the laurels they win, in each fortunate battle; 
No where but at Paris will paſs for a truth, 


Yet they ſerve very well for a puff and a rattle. 


An ode or a ſonnet, in praiſe of their chief, 
Quite eaſes each breaſt, which before was in pain 

And a joke, and a ſatire on pudding and beef, 

Makes an ample amends for a luckleſs campaign. 


Upon the Inſcription on 4 Pedeſtal of the 
Equeſtrian Statue of Lewis XIV. 


Viro Immortali. 


ETERNITY on earth, no doubt the prize, 


Of Bourbon, always victor in each fight; 
Read the inſcription juſt below here lies 
© The great immortal man—who died laſt night. 


On 
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On the precipitate Retreat of the Au ſtrians 
out of Saxony. 


To the KING of PRUSSIA. 


Y OU R troops are wanted now no more; 
Uſeleſs their ſwords, their guns and fire; 
Send but your awful name before, 
Without a blow, your foes retire. 


Thus when loud thonders rend the ſky, 
Mortals below their terrors own ; 
Fancy the fiery death is nigh, 
Eier yet the ruddy bolt is thrown. 


A Tranſlation of a French Epigram. 


2 ALSE perjur'd France ! the ſcourge of every Nate ! 

Thy friendſhip full as fatal, as thy hate ; 

For thy allies, what trophies haſt thou won ; 

By thy baſe art, and treacherous ſchemes undone ! 

For Auſtria's queen, what zeal didſt thou profeſs, 

Yet Pruſſia's kinder troops have hurt her leſs ; | 
Each 
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Each field by thee diſtain'd with German gore; 

Could Frederic's vengeance, when enrag'd do more? 
How myſtic is the blood, which friendſhip ſpills ; | 
The wound how deep, when kind good nature kills? 5 


The Proof, 4 Reſurrection. 


HO W different is the fate of thoſe who fall; 

The ſons of Britain, and the troops of Gaul ? 

Thoſe die outright, whenever they are ſlain ; 
Theſe kill'd in battle, live to fight again. 

His foe again, each combatant purſues, 

Tho” left ſtone dead, in Bruſſels lying news. 


On the Battle of Neiſſe. 


HE AR Philip's fon, his wretched fate proclaim, 
Sighing one world, too narrow for his fame ! 

Had the vain Greek his legions hither brought, 
When Pruſka led his troops, or Marlbro' fought ;- 
When Europe to their ſwords, her freedom ow'd 3 
His tears, from quite another cauſe had flow'd ; 
Mourning his arm too feeble to ſubdue, ; 
(When ſuch his foes) that ſingle world he knew, 
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| On he fame 


w H EN Cæſa- $ A arm tlie oak; ſubdued; 3 
The arts of war unknown, each foe was rude, 
 Unſkill'd to guide the charge, or to renew, 
'Fhe Gaul and Briton from his troops withdrew. 
While oft by pride, and wild ambition led, 
When:Czfar triumph'd, his fad country bled: 
Laurels, when heaven to Frederic's valour gave, 
His . was hovelh 4 A foes were brave. 


kk 4 5 


Tas great to — ed but to e 3 
All bleſs his ſword—his tyranny none blame, 
Who, without Cæſar's guilt, ſhared all his fame, 


On #he ſame. 
Veni, Vidi, Vici. 


GREAT Cæſars rapid triumphs all adicdi 'd; 
From whoſe dread ſword e en Pompey's ſelf retir'd 3 
He came—ſaw—conquer'd—Frederic's name does 
And conquer armies, which he never ſaw : 

1 What 


4 * 
What foc, ſhall then withſtand the hero's might, 
Or dare his ſword, who tremble at his ſight ? 


A little ſhameful; Fabius“, your retreating 3 
Which wiſely you prefer'd,. before a beating. 


\ 


and Germany. 
To the EMPRESS 


SUPREME in each, no critic ſure can tel, 
In guilt or folly, if you moſt excell; 

To ydur inveterate foe ſupport to lend, 

Your arm to lift, againſt your trueſt friend; 
Britajn's alliance proudly to difown, 


Whoſe un has more han Cond ſecur d your 


throne! | 
If no external pangs your peace moleſt, . 
Has conſcience left no ſting within your breaſt ? 
Live then a wretch, your own accuſer live, 


Rome may, but Heaven your * can ſcarce 
forgive. 


E 2 „„ 


*  titl given to Count Daun. 


On the amature Ae 3 France 
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auge Ive and Ev. 


EACH xs 6h in —4 and quiet Lewis pag 
Soft are his ſlumbers, quiet his repoſe | 

Quite happy, tho his beggar'd country weeps z 
For why ſhould kings regard their ſubjects woes? 


Of half his ruin'd empire diſpoſſeſt, 
To ſooth his boſom, beauty has it's charms; 
His fleets and armies loſt, he ſtill is bleſt, . 
While Pompadour lies Naehe in his arms. 


Pruſſia way threaten, Britain may 33 
Each hoſtile held with ſlaughter'd legions fill; 
One ſingle ſmile from that once blooming maid, 
Gives him to live a mighty conqueror ſtill, 


On the Reduction of Guadaloupe: 


2 the Hon. Sa BARRING TOR. 


HOW cruel Barrington, your favage breaſt, 
To fright, _ give your Gallic foe no reſt ! 
ed eee Each 
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Each courier that arrives, diſturbs his mind, 
Fort after fort; now this, now that reſign d; 
Without a ſugar cargo from his fleet, of 
How can the monarch drink his coffee ſweet? _ 
On his nice palate, what a laſting ſtain, 

If forc'd to ſip his tea and coffee plain? 
Already fam'd, no higher glory ſeck ; 

But ſpare, in pity ſpare, his Martinique; 

Or elſe you ſpoil his new thankſgiving tune, 
Compos'd to hymn his battles won in June. 
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Advice to the French Xing. 
W 1 TH care your trembling coaſts defend ; 
A watchful eye on Rodney keep ; 


Your boats flat-bottom'd, may deſcend 5 | x 
Elſe, to the bottom of the deep, 


From Breſt, before your navies ride, 
Credit a foe, *twould be diſcreet, © © 2 
To wait for an eclipſe, to hide þ 
Your N N from the Britiſh fleet. 


* 


E 3 


* 
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With wings inflead of fluggith fails, 1110 
Thy trembling veſſels then ſupply; 

For, ah! their canvaſs nought avails, ' 
Whenc'er thy a wane wo fly.” 2.11 


On the French E Teets, Bock 1 at Toulon 
aud Breſt. | ds: 
HER fleets OREN n 
In queſt of fame, abroad to roam: 
Great Lewis forms much wiſer plans, 
And navies — to —_—_ at home. 
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Yet may hey venture on the main, 


And ofer each daring: foe prevail; 
If Hawk's conſent they firſt obtain, 
And Broderick Buer em _— to heel 


All for Love. 


SMIT with 8 of "EY and. Flair 3 

In bloody fields their fate let others met; 

While Pompadour Iies paating in my arms, 
Says Lewis, here to die, my death is ſweet. 
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The globes wide realms, let giddy heroes ſhare, 
Who toil thro” dangers to acquire renown n; 
One ſingle lock of my Lucinda's hair. 
Is value far beyond an Eaſtern cron, 


2 * _- rr my 
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Low at thy altars, Venus, ſee I bend, 
Breathing my yours each morning at thy ſhvine; 
My Weſtern empire loſt, be thou my friend, 
Still, while the fair one ſmiles, the world is mine, 


\ 4 


To his ROYAL HicHnsss the DUK E of 
CUMBERLAN D. 


THO! nurs'd in camps, midſt dangers bred. 
The hardy chiefs of Greece and Rome; 

The lawrel grac'd your victor heads 
E'er Cæſar's wreaths began to bloom. 


If fame ſo fair, your youthful prime, 1 
What muſt experienc'd age afford; | 1? 
Compleat your glory at a tine, 
E'er the fifth Harry drew his ford,” | | 
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When ſuch the beam, ſo ſtrong and bright, 
The luſtre of your morning ray; 

What nobler flame, and fuller light, 
Shall burſt from your meridian day. 


To the Jens, on his gallant Behaviour at the 
Battle f Dettingen. 


TOO prodigal of life ! oh ! ſpare 


That blood, which now too warmly flows; 
Lent you, by Heaven 8 indulgent care, 
To guard us from our future foes. 


Mournful the triumph of the day, 
With rebel gore your troops all lav d; 

Were your important life to pay, 
For realms ſubdu'd, and empire ſav d. 


Pity, the warrior's generous flame, 
Should Britain's anxious cares renew; 


That what augments the hero's fame, 


Should wake his country's terror too. | 


( W 


| Whoſe deeds the tranſport quite abate, ' | 
Which elſe would in each boſom live; 
While our kind fears for William's life, 
Suppreſs the joy his triumphs giye.” A. 


Whoſe daring ſword we hardly bleſs, 
Where er it gleams, of vict'ry ſure, 

And almoſt wiſh his courage leſs, 

To think the hero more ſecure, 


TRUE ROTAL TY. -_ 
To the ſame. 
THO' from his birth no mean applauſe | 
Britain's lov'd chief may juſtly claimz _ + 


Yet from his own fair acts he draws 
A nobler title to his fame. 


1 


The regal arms, the proud deſcent, 

The creſt, their great forefathers gave, 
Are pageants all; and vainly lent, 

Unleſs they make the ſons more brave. 
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From royal veins, the blood that flows - 
| To their great race, a glory gives; 
But he that on himſelf, beſtows 
A fame, the greateſt hero lives. 


| 
| 


To the KIN'G of RUSSIA 
SHEATH not, brave prince, your vengeful blade ; 


Nor e'er recal the pious vow; 
Till Gallia's lillies droop and fade, 


And the plume ſhakes on Bourbon's brow. 


Till peace once maxe regains ber throne, 
' Till freedom is by your toils reftor'd ; 
| Their great affertors bravery own, 
And thank * and bleſs his word. 
4 | 
| Til treaſon ſwelFd with in vain, | 
A juſt reward, at laſt, does meet; 
And tortur d with-her brazen chains 
Lies bleeding at the victor's feet. 


Where the pale fury inydeſpairy 
Copſents to throw her ſword afide ; 
R 11 * And 


(9) 
And to the conqueror breaths a prayer, 
Whoſe vengeance late, her arm defy'd, 
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20 "On thi betend amg * [ 
J de French Au oy 
80 ſlow, and yet ſo eager to invade 1 : TITTY 
Is gaſconading then your Gallic trade? 
Your gallant ſquadrons preſs d to croſs the main; 
Bravely to preſs into their ports again. 
Your fleets nat loſing in this nayal war 
A captain, baatſwain, or one ſingle tar ; we 
Quite joyful to their forts they now retreat, 
With fame ſufficient—that they were nat heat. 
To ſtorm. ous towns, why have his cannons fad? 
They quite forgot their bullets. when they ſail'd; 
Our Britiſh walls were high, our caſtles higher; 
The Gallic powder wet, and would not fire, 


Lewis give orders for a new thankſgiving, 
That thy braye ſailors are return d all living; 
Than death, to undergo a fate more cruel; 
n at coat on ee dern "Ort 
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en mn ain ene og 
On the Reduction of Quebec. 


FOR candles, rockets, fireworks, that diſplay 
Their luſtre round, night turning into day; 
What mighty ſums each month does Britain pay? 

If thus we triumph, Lewis, every be. 
You'll make our poder, and our faggots dear. | 


On, the ſame. | 


GALLIA, at laſt thy terrors all are o'er, 
Dreading the Britiſh thunders now no more. 5 
Thy king i in fafety may himſelf repoſe, | 
Secure from danger, and from future foes ; 

And why ?—he now has nothing left to loſe. | 
In all his Weſtern world, what now op ah 90 T 
It _ LE] pay the victor! ** tis — & 
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On ne of the French, after the 
Battle of Minden. nn 
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HOW cheaply are his laurels. wo! % jc vainats 
With hoſtile gore his ſword ſcarce lain 
al} By 


* 
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By Pruſſia, if not quite uhdone- 1 14d) 
With Contades, s a battle 1 K D 

i (9; VO! At 
No Amon * e'er ix dne a —_ H and 


Before his foes were ſoundly beat; 
Our hero on his knees falls down, 
And thanks his Heaven for a retreat. 
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On the French F leet 2 up in e 
| Harbour at Breſt. 1 5 


wHY ſhine thoſe flags? thoſe lies, why diſplay. 
Their ſilver light, and open to the day 7 
How peaceably in war does F 1 * 
Whole guns are filent, while her colours waye "of 
Her tall aſpiring maſts like foreſts ſhew, — 2 
All fix d, as on their hills, where firſt they . mi 
Afraid to move, where Britain's fleets appear; 
The dove thus trembles, when a Harke is near. 1 


— 


1 
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© * Beba 4 refign the Aubing trade; 
To thoſe who threaten, and who dare invade; F 

Without the ſun, his flames will ſhew the way, f 4 

Where Rodney lights the air, without a day. 

apts Guide 


aus 
Guide thee, without ene faper in the ſky; - 
Where half thy ſmoaking farts in ruins lie 
Tho now thy realms defence, by Fate's decree, 
What Troy now is, thy Dunkirk once may be-. 


9 I 5 bf } 
1 
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THY trident, Neptune, now no longer thine; 
o Britain, regent of the ſeas, reſign : . 
Thy Tritons ſhelly trumps are heard no more, 
Mere bagpipes, where her vengeful cannons roar ; 
See I in her ports uibole Gallic navies ſleep ; 
Afraid to truſt, or venture on the ns 2: 1 vi 115d 


Wurkr rr Britannia” s awful flags appear, 
The rock and tempeſt lefs augment their fear: 
The ſtorm may threaten ; furges taſh — 2 
But Howe's loud thunders terrify much hes £ 
To whole reſiffleſs fleet, alone, tis lent 
© -T* imprifon, and beſiege 2 continent; 3 ooh off | 
Whoſe foes, a conqueſt boaſt, when they retire; 
| Aud thank itiglory, 1 cas. mpeg 47 et 


Sav, Lewis! will your new fat-bottoin'd Nara, | 
wick the pe of timber and of charges; 


1 


Wnich 
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Which rotting, yet may ſerve another turn hk 
They cannot fight indeed, but they may burſt. 
And thus a higher glory may acquire, 

To warm your tea, and light a monarch's firez : 
Nice barks, whene'er you want to ſup or dine, 
To bring you crabs, or lobſters, up the Seyne z 
Or when you treat your marſhals at Verfailles, 
To grace your royal feaſt, with frogs:amd Inas 
With cockboat-barges then attempt no , 
To land your armies on the Britiſh ſhore; iN 
The raſh attempt, your Paris elſe may rue, f 

| 


And Belliſle ſhare the fate of monſieur Clug. 


t 


On the 1 nt Pk 8 e Marbal 
Daun's Hat and Sword 70 Rome, to be : 


bleſs'd and confecrated by. the Pope. | F 


AH ! Frederic! be cautious, take heed how ye g 
Nor venture a battle, next Summer's campaign; 
To purchaſe freſh laurels, and vanquith your foe, - 
Vour bombs and your cannons will thunder in vain, 
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| On the thoughts of your bravery, | no more be 
repos'd, 
Since Daun from your lance „ no impreſſion cant, 
a 
ina ſuit of ſtrong armour, your rival enclos'd, 


Which mocks the weak thruſt, and the 1 of 
your ſteel. 


| Ab 1 Priiiia, at laſt be your terrors __ 171 


On your: . and their courage, no longer 
preſume 


| | Your foe, with his ſword lately chriſten'd * bleſt, 


Trom your head may ſoon raviſh, and bruſh off 
your plume. 


Great queen apoſtolic ! what need of gens d'arms, 

Of Calmucks and Coſſacks your legions to fill; 
Your generals keen blade will defend you from 
harms, 

Wherever he waves it, ne'er failing to kill. 
What triumphs and fame your brave leader muft 

boaſt, 

The hope of freſh lawrels, what tranſ ports inſpire ; 
Lou miftreſs of Europe, now ruling the roaſt, 
Poor Ferdinand warming his nails at the fire. 


a If 


"0 51 
If Rome's benediction, his war-horſe had got, 


Your hero might laugh at the cannons vain ſound; 
Either charge or retreat; either gallop or trot 


Thro' the battle, without any dread of a wourtd- 


Who then ſhall pretend with your armies to cope, 
What monarch theftrength of your empire deride? 
When Ruſſia and Paris, the Devil and Pope, 
Four truſty allies, have engag'd on your fide; 


Yet Daun, tho? your wiſdom is very profound, 
The hat which was fent you, may prove a 
deceiver ; | 


For credit the muſe, you may meet with a wound 


In battle, in ſpite of your catholic beaver. 


A good Britiſh blade, if made keen by a George, 
Will open a gaſh, full as deep and as fine; 
As the weapons of Auſtria, tho? work'd on the forge 


Of your Vulcans, who ply on the Danube or 
Rhyne. 8 
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On the Britiſh Congueſts in America. 


THE Weſtern world, to ages paſt unknown, 
| Britain's victorious fleets have made our own: 
The ſwarthy Indians, now our flags adore, 
And pay their homage to the fun no more. 
To Nature's fartheſt bounds, our navies fly, 
Nor dread the freezing, or the burning ſky 
In every diſtant clime to purchaſe fame, 

No ice the pole, the tropics have no flame ; 
To the rich glebe, her oaks their vigor owe, 
But Britain's laurels in the ocean grow 2 
Here all their beauty, and renown they gain; 
Deep rooted, in their element, the main. 


On Marſhal Daun's going on a Pilgrimage. 


GOOD pious Daun, before he takes the field, 
Upon a pilgrimage reſolves to go; 

And thinks it quite profane, his ſword to wield, 
E'er he has kiſs'd ſome holy martyrs toe. 


0 


Barefooted 


. (20881 
Barefooted now, the zealous chief prepares, 


To viſit ſome religious muſty ſhrines ; 
And on his bended knees, invokes the prayers 
Of each kind ſaint, to proſper bis deſigns. 


With a ſanctify'd rag of a ſmock or a ſhirt, 

From the tail of a nun, or the back of a friar; 

Aſſur'd that a bullet could do him no Hurt, 1 

Tho' he charg'd and he fought, in the midſt of 
the fire. | 


Each buckram poppet ſmil'd; was heard to ſay, 
Brave warrior, buckle on your coat of mail; 

In the next battle, yours the glorious day; 
Truſt to our promiſes, which never fail. 


To his great queen, in raptures he returns; 
Celeſtial vigor does his breaſt inſpire 

While for the fight, he wiſhes, pants and burns, 

His thoughts high- mounting, and his foul on fire. 


At Rome, his hat and ſword already bleſt, 

In his cram'd pockets, relic's now in ſtore 
Ah! Frederic! tho” of glory once poſſeſt, 

Thus arm'd, your rival kills all hopes of more. 


F 2 Think 
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Think e er you venture to the dangerous field; 
Or to attack the Marſhal, or purſue ; 
In vain you pierce his conſecrated ſhield, 
And fight againſt a ſaint and hero too. 


In time, of thy reſiſtleſs foe afraid, 
From the dread warrior, gallops faſt away; 
With Mary, and with Bridget for his aid, 
Tis wiſe to leave the field — tis death to ſtay, 


To the French Admiral at Breſt. 


A anchor ftill your navies ride, 

4 Ilmpriſon'd on the Gallic ſhore ; 
WA wind perhaps, or favouring tide, 
Are wanting, to convey em o'er. 
Why in their harbours cloſe confin'd ? 
Dear Conflans once the truth declare 
Dis not for want of tide or wind; 

*Fis Britain's flag, detains 'em there. 


(198: ) 


Three Simile's properly apply d. 


THE cautious rat, oft us'd abroad to ftrole, 
When puſs is nigh, keeps cloſe within his hole; 
The tim'rous lark, ne'er leaves her graſſy bed, 
While the dread falcon hovers o'er her head ; 
And the proud lordly ſtag betrays a fear, 
When his dire foe, the opening pack is near: _ 
Thy hopes of conqueſt, Bourbon thus ate o'er, 
While Howe lies. thundering on the Gallic ſhore z 
Back to the ports, thy trembling navy runs, 
Their anchors of more ſeryice, than their guns. 


Love of Fame. 


WITH envy all on their ſuperiors look ; | 
The 'ſquire would be a knight, the knight, a duke; 
The prieſt, as warm a candidate for fame, 
Does proudly at the prelate's mitre aim; 
While monarchs, ſcorning fame beneath the ſkies, 
Pant, to be rank'd with kindred deities. 
Ambition fires the coward and the brave! 
A paſſion, ſcarce extinguiſh'd in the grave: - 


1 Warm'd 
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Warm'd by it's flame, the baſe and bold we ſee z 


What Pruſſia is, poor Lewis fain would be! 
Trophies and triumphs flutter in his head z 


His field of battle, a ſoft feather-bed ; 


Where beauty does his amorous breaſt inſpire ; 


And Pompadour aſſiſts to fan his fire. 


On the Toulon Squadron paſſing through the 


Gut of Gibralter undiſcover d. 


T O O late, La Clue, his aukward fate, 
Begins alas | to curſe; 

Who cunningly got thro' one ſtrait, 
To fall into a worſe ! 


Convinc'd at laſt, . it was in vain, 
Or to reſiſt, or fly; 

When riding victors on the main, 

Britannia's flags are nigh. 


A partridge thus, who ſcapes the net, 

Thinks all her danger paſt ; 

Till by a Hawke the victim met, 
Becomes his prey at laſt, 


» 


On 


\ 


On a late Auction at FR 


WALK in, genteels, and purchaſe—here are ſold ; 
Whate'er you fancy, if you have but gold. 

Here we ſell naval captains by the ſcore, 

Whoſe blades ne'er drank one ounce of Engliſh gore. 
Nice warriors who, well dreſs'd, for glory ſtrain; 
Draw out their ſwords - to put 'em up again. 
What tho” they courage want—yet for ſupplying 
That want, they all are dexterous quite at flying. 
See next, a royal ſtrumpet to be ſold; 


For, now our monarch thinks, ſhe grows too olds | 


The maid of Orleans, ſav'd our realms before; 

Now threatened, to be ruin'd by a whore. 

A king's deſire, too homely to fulfill, 

She yet may ſerve, to pleaſe a ſubject ſtill; 

Flat-bottom boats to ſell ye, we have got; 

Better be fold, than lie at home and rot. 

Who bids for navies, in their ports which keep; 

Which never dar'd, to croſs the dangerous deep 

With ſafety, better pleas'd at Breſt to ſtay, 

For fear of recting Hawke, that bird of prey. 
„ Here 
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Here we have peaceful troops let out to hire, 


Whoſe muſkets have long ſince forgot to fire. 
Chiefs frighted at a trumpet's ſound, and ſome 


Who turn quite pale, if near a rattling drum ; 


_ Whoſe ear, much ſofter notes would better ſuit; 
Quite raviſh'd, with a fiddle or a flute. 


Here great Contades, his fame in fight not ſmall; 
For nine-pence, yours both hero, plume and all, 


Tho not renown'd for fighting, or for cunning, 
No footman e' er excell'd the chief in running; 


Who wants our tars, one ſtrait, who boldly paſt, 
To fall into a ſtrait much worſe at laſt. 

The brave de Clue we ſell, that chief of fame, 
His legs ſhot off tho now a little lame; 

Not want of courage, but the work of chance, 
He ſtill may fight —altho he cannot dance, 


Orp Richlieu next we ſell him by the pound, 
Wo ne'er in fight, could boaſt a ſcar or wound; 
Tho' no brave marſhal bounc'd, or rattled louder, 
He never could endure the ſmell of powder. 

How cheap are generals If you bid no more, 
You have him for a fingle Louis d'Ore, 


To part with half her ſaints, our church is willing, 


| You buy 'em cheap—a dozen for a ſhilling ! 


Here 
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Here holy water, two- pence by the quart 
No ſoap ſo prevalent, to cleanſe the heart: 
One drop or two,' if ſquirted in your face, 
Your conſcience ſcours, and fills your ſoul with grace, 
Who purchaſes this flap of Mary's pinner, 
Which only touch'd, will fave the vileſt ſinner 
| More ſacred ſtill, this remnant of her ſhift, 

To Heaven which does the happy buyer lift; 
No blot or ſtain, does now his boſom taint, 
But in a trice, a rogue becomes a ſaint. 


Hear, we ſell ſchemes for managing intrigues, 


Good, pious, wholeſome tricks, for breaking leagues. 
How folks may plunder, lye, forſwear and kill; 
Yet live and die good Gallic chriſtians ſtill, 


On the perpetual Lamps burning in the Chapel 


where the French Kings are inter d. 


SEE round each mighty monarchs ſacred ſhrine, 
In golden rows, what lamps for ever ſhine ! 
With folemn rev'rence, blazing all to keep 
The vaults in ſafety, where their relics ſleep.” - 
| g By 
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By holy church, no doubt, theſe tapers given, 

|. To guide her ſaints ſecurely up to Heaven! 
Without whoſelight,they might have chanc'd to miſs 
Their road, when blundering in the dark to bliſs. 


On the precipitate Flight of Marſhal Contades 
after the Battle of Minden. 
How cheaply are his laurels won, 
| With hoſtile gore his ſword ſcarce ſtain'd ; 
B Vy Pruſſia, if not quite undone, 
The marſhal thinks, tis honour gain'd. 
No Roman chief &er claim'd a crown, 
Before his foes were ſoundly beat ; 


Our hero wins the ſame renown, 
And claims a wreath for his retreat, 


Fides Punica. 


CARTHAGE, by falſhood,gain'd an impious fame; 
The arts of treacherous Gaul, are much the ſame; 
Whoſe guileful looks, the maſk of virtue wear; 

To fight, not half ſo ſafe, as to forſwear. 


Rex 


( 75.) 


[ 


Rex Chriſtianiſſimus. 


HIS heralds ſure, the title muſt miſplace ! 

A chriſtian king, without one chriſtian grace! 
Satan would triumph, and rejoice to ſee 

All monarchs, juſt ſuch chriſtian kings as he. 


On the Death of the brave General Wol rx. 


IN Britain's cauſe, when her fam'd leaders bled, 
We pour'd our ſorrows o'er the generous dead; 
When Wolte expir'd upon the hoſtile plain, 
Twas not one chief—but half an army ſlain. 


DH 


YET to his troops, he ſtill continued kind, 
Leaving his courage, and his ſoul behind ; 
With the ſame glowing heat, while theſe behave, 
Yet, yet he lives, and conquers in his grave, 
In death, the hero does himſelf ſurvive, 
He fights our battles ſtill, as when alive ; 
Does his own ſpirit to each breaſt impart, 
And breaths a flame into each ſoldier's heart; | 
; | When 
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When warm with vengeance, preſſing on the foe, 
They lift the ſword- tis Wolfe that ſtrikes the blow; 
Eternal laurels, round whoſe urn ſhall bloom, 
And, ſhade, for ever green, the warriors tomb. 


To the Statuary, defien'd to erect General 
Worrz's Monument. 


THE warriors outward VERA and awful mein, 
On the ſmooth-breathing marble may be ſeen ; 
But, ah! confeſs, with all thy boaſted art, 

The chizel wants a power, to ſhew his heart ; 
Half the brave victor here, is well expreſs'd ; 


Our thought muſt add, and wonder at the reſt ; 
The figure ſtill unfiniſh'd, till you find 
The ſecret out—in ſtone to carve the mind, 


On the ſpeedy Reduction of Quebec and Canada. 


TO diſtant worlds, the gallant troops we ſend, 
Wait not for ling'ring time, to gain their end ; 
With the proud foe, not long the warm diſpute 
At once they plan, at once they execute. 
| | See, 


(mn) 
See, from their walls, the daſtard cowards run 
The fight half finiſh'd, e'er 'tis well begun 


Tuus the wing'd bombs, the fearful eye amaze ; 
Which threaten deaths like comets, when they blaze, 
This moment whirls the ſhell acroſs the ſkies, 
The next—o'erwhelm'd in duſt, the fortreſs lies. 


fo the Fiench nn 


THE ſeas are open; the freſh gale, 
To quit their port does now invite; 
Will Conflans, nothing then prevail, 
Or tempt your boats to riſque a fight ? 


"Tis conſcious dread, and pale deſpair, 
And not the adverſe tide and wind ; 
Hawke's colours waving in the air, 


That keep your navy cloſe confin d. 


A Doubt reſolv d. 


LEWIS, deep muſing, on a day, 
His doubts unfolds, at Mary's ſhrine; 


(190: 3 
And aſks her, if his troops, ſhould ſtay 
At home next ſpring, or croſs the Rhine ? 


To whom the virgin thus replies | 
Confult with Pitt, what courſe to follow ; - 
Who, from his tripod prophecies, 
Better than I—or god Apollo. 


You'll have his anſwer in a trice, 

How to retrieve your loſt renown ; 
This, I preſume, his kind advice— 

Go, ſue for peace and ſave your crown, 


On the late Britiſh Conqueſts in America, 
To Mr. VOLTAIRE. 


SAY, poet; is thy muſe aſleep, or dead, 
No raptures left thy boſom to enflame ? 

Thy country's glories once how pleas'd to fpread, 
And wider ſtill to ſtretch thy monarch's fame 
Say, has thy pen no joyful news to tell, 

ingdoms vanquiſh'd, and of battles won; 


What numbers of his foes, at Minden fell, 
And Britain, by his navies half undone. 


Haſt 


4 
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Haſt thou no preſent left, no brighter plume, 
Fluttering to ſwell thy Gallic king's renown; 

To hang his * lilies, in the + lion's room, 
And add one feather more to Bourbon's crowns 


It's freight now landed on the Britiſh ſhore, 
Once the rich burden of his ſugar'd fleet ; 

Oh! ſay, muſt mighty Lewis, now no more 
At breakfaſt, drink his tea and coffee ſweet ?_ 


How deep the fall, amazing to thy eye Fg 
Shall Bourbon from a life of glory paſt ; 

That demi-god, that earthly deity _ 

Ezpire and die, a mortal light at laſt ! 


Windſor had once three captive kings confin'd, 
And Edward's hand, cloſe bar'd their priſon door. 
Should Britain's genius ſtill continue kind, 
Her ſword perhaps may make the number four ! 


* 


His flights how groveling, and how damp'd his fire; 
Thy pegaſus has ſurely loſt a wing; 

No theme now left, thy raptures to inſpire, 
But a ftary'd empire, and a bankrupt king. 


* The arms of France and England, 
On 


(ﬆ ) 


on the rapid Progreſs of the Engliſh Forces 
a in America. 


OF vanquiſh'd realms, the fame arrives ſo faſt, 
we ſcarce can tell, which province yeilded laſt. 
One day, a fort—the next, an iſland won; 
This victory, by a fecond, ſtill outdone. 


| Our blazing piles, fo oft delight the eye, 
Bring back the day, bright rivals of the ſky ; 
That billets in their price, muſt foon advance, 
In Britain ſcarce, as Louis d'Ores in France; 
Vet her loud triumphs, while our fires proclaim, 
Whate'er we loſe in wood, we gain in fame. 
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| The Royal Edif, or the French Plate 
= - melted down. 

| AH! Lewis, had it been your fate, 

In our rough ſcuffles to ſtand neuter ; 
| Still had you din'd, and ſupp'd on plate, 
i Inſtead of vulgar paultry pewter. 


The 


A OO K 
» wu? bs * 
1 


The goblets in your rich beaufets, 
Your royal exe fe mona". | {1 

All melted down to. pay yout debts, Ar 
To Livres turn'd, and Louis Oro. 


* 


The golden diſhes on each ſhelf, + 
In glittering rows no longer Bet... 
Oh ! ſay, on platters made at Delf, 

M.uſt monarchs like their ſubjects dine 41 


Your ſchemes; next ſummer; to purſue, 
Melt all your filver idols down. 

If, turn'd to caſh, theſe will not do, a | 
Send to the mint your mortgag'd crown !. 


The facrilege tho' jeſuits curſe; 

Their ſaints all-raviſh'd from their ſhrines ; ; 
Tell the bald tribe, an empty. purſe — 
Reaſons much better than drvines: 


_ 


ow 
* 


Our funds deep dy'd 1 in 1 boſtile blood. 

If vict'ry {till our arms purſues. 
Your ſubjects ſpoons, may be of wood, A 
Oh! mighty king, as well as hes. 
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Fates dread. decrees, none, none withſtands z © 
The greateſt bliſs not long eure 
Muſt Gallic ladies; wafh their hands ' ' , 
0 longer; in a golden A 


* 


| (Britain' s brave troops, have bught ſo well, 
That if her power next year prevails; "WM 
France will have nothing left to ſell, 


Except her _— or Verſailles. e 


i On the. Reduction of Canada. 
To th FR E Nn K I N C. 
An. 0 D E. 


L E W I 8, the forts you lately loſt we ofa: 

In Engliſh metre, may offend your ear; 

For how can verſe run ſmoothly and ſublime, 

Each Indian fortreſs-ſounding harſh in rhime : — | 
Your towns and caſtles ſtorm'd, each Britiſh bard, 


To yoke in verſe, finds it extremely hard; 
What, tho but ſeldom. lucky in a fight, 


rode own in courtly phraſe, you beat us quite; 


Z ae 8 Doubtful 
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Doubtful the 85 each victor on record; | 
Jou with your pen, we conquer with our ot: g 
For, ah | fo clumſily our wits compoſep 6 i 
We loſe in verſe, the fame we win in proſe; gf 
Tf nought polite is in our language ſeen, : 
Our ſtile quite rough, our ſwords are ſmooth and keen. 
Yet Conflans and Thurot you muſt allow, _ 
Are names leſs muſical, than Hawke and Howe 5 - W 
If not a poet born, Boſcawen knows, -. 
Tho' no great rhimer, how to bang his foes! ! 


Ty mule the taſk, tho' eaſier to rehearſe 
Their names in proſe, than ſlide em into verſe : 
Towns ſack'd, ſtrong caſtles batter'd, battles won, a 
And half the globe by Britain's troops o 'erun, 12 


From pole to pole, whoſe dreaded navies go, | 4 
Riding a- croſs each ſea, without a foe. E | 


T1conDERAGo! the rude ratling ſound, 

The drum of every tender ear, muſt wound. 

In poetry, it bears a ſcurvy part, 

And rumbles in heroics, like a cart; 

Apollo's ſelf, tho all his power he rallies, 

Ae word, with Louiſbourg that tallies 3 8 
11 Of 
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Of all the. tuneful gods, altho'the prime, 
Hle muſt deſpair to match it with a rhime; 

' Crown Point i is inharmonious, and we lack, 


A Britiſtr word, to chime with Fontenac ; 


Du Queſne a lumpiſh ſound—and, oh! how rare a 
* Figure in verſe, makes your loſt Niagara 
Much harſher Guardaloup—and, yet Quebec 
Serves wondrous well, our poetry to deck 


M obſt other names quite boiſterous; yet we meet 


In Senegal and Goree, ſomething ſweet. 
Marigalante—how ſhall we confine” - 


I be iſle in verſe, that almoſt fills a line | 


Yet it may ſerve our turn, ſuppoſe, we vary 
The iſlands name—and call it Gallant Mary. 
Port Francois! Bourbon, think not of the place, 
Sad witneſs of the Gallic fleets diſgrace ; 

After a ſhort, but a ſevere debate, 

Where Engliſh frigates three, beat French ones eight: 


Nor muſt thy ſhore, fam'd Lagos be forgot, 


Whence brave La Clue limp'd home, but could 
not trot; | 

His ſhatter'd ſhins with patience who ſuſtains, 
And thanks the ball, which kindly ſpar d his brains. 


WEN Dunkirk is become a Britiſh fort, 
We then may ſend you ſmoother lines to court; 
7 Refine 


IP _—  —— 
— — 


8s) 


. 
— 


Refine our rude unpoliſh'd language, ſoon 

As &er we learn our fleets have ſtorm'd Toulon. 
The troops of captives, ſent us home from France, 

Will teach us nicely now to friſk and dance; 

And tho' no mighty warriors in a fight, Fs 

Inſtruct onr illand to be more polite ; So © 
'To ſmooth our rugged verſe,. each bard employ, 
Our George no longer King, but de la Roy. 
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On a late 22 on. 


SAYS George, whene'er my 3 you dy, 
You hive no way to hurt me but to lye; 
Says Will, a better way than that, we boaſt; 
For he that ſpeaks the trueſt, hurts you moſt. 

- Uſcleſs the ſatire, and the falſhood vain; 
When truth on and leaves a _ lain. J 
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NON opus ft eto, 6 ene ta n . ; 
N e fingit, vulnerat ile . ui 
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On Kin g James's Abdication, 
WISE James, to keep his conſcience clear, 
|  Reſolv'd an earthly crown to want; 


5 In Rome's fam'd annals to appear, 
K pious king, and future ſaint. 


| His fate was odd, and hard indeed, : 


Which all good chriſtian hearts muſt grieve z 
Lofing three kingdoms for a creed, | 
Which he himſelf could ne'er believe, 


a e On the ome. 


JAMES; Bai in e in valour faint, 
Ceaſing to be a king, -commenc'd a ſaint. 
How great a foe to virtue, is renown | 

One way to merit Heawn—to loſe a crown ; 


Ah ! wretched William | of that chröne poſleſs'd ; | 
Which James reſign' d, on purpoſe to be bleſs'd. 


On 


469 


Lewis petit of France to George King of 
Great- Britain. A proud Compliment. 


NOT fniſh'd yet, altho' your navies bore, 
Laurels each ſeaſon from the Gallic ſhore; 


Vour fame compleated, now the world may ſee 1 


This proof ſufficient you have conquer d me; 
Your tide of glory, can no higher flow,; 
Who humbles me, can dread no other foe. 


On the defeat of the F _ Fleet in the 
b of 3 285 


BOURBON | | What; joyous news at-court bi 

Still, Kill, by wicked foes perplext? 
Your navies venturing from one port, 

To hide and ſhelter in the next. 


Yet Conflans, deem a a ſhame, 7 
From Britain's thunders to retire; | 

'Tis half a triumph, which you claim, 
When fay'd from her avenging fire. 
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The love and dread of half mankind; 
Scarce conſcious, i in the ſecret 8 
What empires fear, or bleſs his power; 


The laurels on the main that grew, 


4 Forgets her fear, to bleſs his arms. Ko ” 


Thus Scipio once from Rome retir d; 


Ta 


RICHMOND | GARDENS, 
2 the KIN G. 


Habilarunt * W flvas. 1 Vins. 


WII. E fame no more his baſor. Gre, 


Here Britain's king from pomp retires 3 


Beneath theſe rural ſhades confin " 


Where all his triumphs are forgot bY 
How wal the'hero led and fought ; 


The ranks his victor ſquadrons flew ; | 


His fleets that cover half the main. 


And Pruſſia reſcu'd from her chain; 
Which ſhook no more withidire Alarms, : | 


' No more with-plang of glory fr d. 


( i ) 


By deeds like thine, immortal made 

The world exchanging for a ſhade. 

There in his life's declining ray, 

The warrior threw his crowns away; 
Forgot his wreaths, more pleas'd to view 
The groves where firſt his laurels grew. 
Each thought of fairer conqueſts o'er ; 
Even Carthage warms his ſoul no more; 
Who finds that peace in grotto's live, 
Which fame and mein TM not give. 


of $ # 


Font ſhades, like theſe, the Gods of old, n | 
The future fate of realms foretold ; hs | 
Whoſe arm in battle ſhould ſucceed ; : 
What ſtate was doom'd to riſe: or bleed! 
From Jove's dire cloud, with thunders red, © 118 
What perjur'd monarchs had to dread; = 
Who next ſhould fall a facrifice, 

To the 1 ee of the ſkies. 


LEV Richmond now * Delphos ſtand, 
And nations wait the fixt command 
Of Britain's king; like fate's decree, 
Who curbs, or ſets whole empires free. 
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And dreadful to each tyrants ear 

| Fills Paris, and Verſailles, with fear; 
* Bourbon's heart, where'er he ſits; © 
And throws the woman-king i RIS ES 
Who hears the cannons voice with dread, © 
That ſhakes the crown on Apts 8 head. 21 


STILL wich freſh 4 5 your nk adorn, | 
2K And while he fears, let Lewis ſcorn ! 8 
With proud contempt your armies view, 
Ef when he-ſmiles, he trembles too. | 
While o'er each foe, your power prevails, 
And crowds your ports with captive fails z 
Her wealth each day, the Gallic fleet 
Pouring in ſtreams at Britain's feet; 
While up the Thames each golden tide, 
The treaſures of both India's ride; | 
Which twice ten thouſand flayes employ, 
To reap thoſe harveſts you enjoy. 
To climes remote, your triumphs known, 
Half the wide weſtern * world your own : 
Whoſe ſwarthy ſons, for peace or mercy ſue ; 
And, France e hs bend the knee to "Ou 


* Canada. 


17 


How 


How dread, brave prince, when both combine, 
And Heaven's juſt vengeance ſeconds thine ; 1 
To lay the earth's proud tyrants low, | 
Who combat thus a double foe ; 3 
Since kings againſt your power that riſe, | 
Muſt dare, or elſe deride the ſkies. = |: 
Which your ſtrong arm with cgurage fire, "12 
And aid that zeal, they firſt inſpire ; 3 1 
Nor can deſert a ſword ſo brave, i 
Ne'er drawn but to protect and fave. _ 


In action bold, in counſel wiſe. WW 
Here with your own great heart adviſe; ' * Þ} 
What foe ſhall next your vengeance fear, 
And tremble,” when your troops are near. | 

If Gaul, or Auſtria ſhall afford, - _ 
The next fair wreath, to bind your ſword | 
Which to your hand Aſtræa gave, 

As ſhe directs to wound or ſave ; F 

Yours the great work, by Heaven's decres | \. 
From chains, each injur'd realm to free : 1 
To awe, to ſtrike ambition dead, £ pls 

And ſhake the plume on Bourbon's head, 
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Attentive to his: Sire's command! 


{_ 92 ) 
Fon GETTING here your own renown, : 
What glories beam from Britain's crown; - 


| Cloſe by your fide, let * William ſtand ; 


as 


Who bids the gallant warrior go, 
And charge, where Albion finds a foe ! 
With your own flame his breaſt inſpire, 
Catchin g from you that generous fire, 
Which, without fear your hero led, 
To the dire field, with ſlaughter red; 


Where the brave chief in raptures flew ; 


And fought, and ſmil'd—with death in view 
Not half fo proud, to boaſt his name, oy” 
As imitate a father's fame: 

_ By triumphs, which his youth adorn ; ' 
Proving e of heroes born. 


3 ah ! ſince Hen has ye in ſtore 
To pay your worth, one bleſſing more; 
Mature at laſt in deathleſs praiſe, 

Here change the Laurel for the Bayes. 
In this calm ſcene, reflect no more 
On empires, which you ſav'd before; 


| What 
Duke of Cumberland. 


ow 


(93 ) 
What diſtant worlds, your vengeance dread ; ' 


Ober what wide ſeas your navies ſpread ; 


The victor's wreath, here thrown away; 
For once the warrior's flame allay ; 

All Europe's jarring ſtates compoſe, 

And plan the bleeding world's repoſe; 
Owning the monarch's glory leſs, | 


To conquer half the globe, than bleſs. 


Tuus Jove, againſt his earth-born foes, . 
Clad in majeſtic terror roſe ; 
But when his angry arm, that held _ 
The flaming bolt, their rage had quell d; 
The God's avenging thunders ceaſe; 
And all Olympus ſmiles in peace. 
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A mournful Epiſtle from a Facolite orator is 


Oxford, to his Jacobite friend in L 


SAYS K to Sheb re, deareſt "ER" 


What can we think a worſe diſaſter ; | 
Than when we ftrive the realm to mend, 
Each week, it blunders on the faſter ? 


(94) 


| We warn poor Britain of her fate ; 


WP 4 


Point out, what ſchemes alone can ſave her / 


Who ne'er will learn, till 'tis too late, 
What arts are practis d to enſlave her. 


Advis'd ſo often to rebel, 

She {till her German monarch prizes; 
In ſpite of all the tales, we tell 

Of debts, of taxes, and exciſes. 


The iſle has got her wits again, 
And every hopeful plot miſcarries ; 7 
| Tho' oft invited by our pen, 
| j Still, ſtill at Rome our Jemmy tarries. 


| What tricks, how many have we tryd, 

6 Witch mimic ſorrow, feign'd grimaces; 

| Each patriot, in each ſheet bely'd, 
To blaſt their fame, and fill their places. 


Britain in vengeance will be wiſe, 

Still the ſame ſtubborn iſle we find bers 
Reſolwd, unkindly to have eyes, 
Tho we have us'd all arts to blind her. 


What 


( 951) . ms 
What ink, what paper have we toſt; t ru Ale 
How many nights and days of ee ; 
Not paying half the printer's coſt, 


Our works in every garret ſtinking ! : (4. +57 


Oh ! ſay, what ſtratagems, what art, | | 
What dreams, dear friend, haſt thou in keepings | 
To ſwell with grief, each fooliſh heart, 
And ſet all Britain's fools a weeping ? _ 4 


Tell folks, to kindle feũds and jars, 1 i! 
And with dire ſtatutes to affright 'em ; 

The ſenate means to tax the ſtars, 
Next ſpring, which to the playbouſ light ems 


New lengths of witty ſcandal run, 
To give each ſubject's faith a trial; 
Let's ſwear, each man muſt hire the ſun, | 
Or not have leave to keep a dial. g 


Let us rail on, whoever fears, ; 
'Gainſt duty, conſcience, oaths and reaſon; 33 

Our printer's ready with his ears 1 | 
Tho' you and I commit the eon. Hl 
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. — us then both conſent to-fweary Crt Ani: 

| That France has fifty ſhips or mote u woH 

All man'd, to waſt her lawful heir, | > 
And land him fafe on Britain's ſhore, 


That ſoon this mighty fleet 2 fail, | 

That brings our rightful fovereign over 

By the firſt tide, which would not fail, 

Too lodge him ſafe at Deal or Dover. 

Let Britain then revere our powers, 10 es 
Which in her ſchemes may once defeat her; 

Whoſe knaves and fools have long been ours; 
Let Pelham boaſt his numbers greater. 
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The devout ” a of a depairin inks 
2 P lectere ſi nequeo ſuperos, abet movebo. Vit | 


THE Gallic Czar, ul al - 

Penſive and anxious, on his royal throne: 
Tortur d by turns twixt hope and pale deſpair; 5 
Ts Pluto thus à addreſs'd ſolemn prayer. 


DrzAY 
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at Ap mohürch, in night' hoo veil art 


Thy power's rever'd in hell's infernal ſhade; 
At thy Tartarean altar, ſee, I bend, 


Tho Heaven rejects my vs, be thou my nad, 


Since long I have in vain invok'd the ſkiess 


Thy Hell may lend that aid, yon Heaven deateng 


And deaf to all my wiſhes, when I pray, 
If Saints will not aſſiſt me, Furies way. 


HER ſchemes to blaſt, and projedts to e | 


Dart all thyſelf, dread power, into my ſoul ! 
My hopes of paradiſe I could refign, 
Were Britain, that deteſted iſland mine; 
Welcome thy ſulph'rous cells, could I go down 
My brow adorn'd with perjur'd Brunſwick's crown; 
While ſhouting ghoſts below my fame would own, 
Who * bruſh'd a un from his throne. 


| kern | leps me thy keenelt- Rings, 6s 
Thou great revenger of all injur'd kings! _. 

To deſperate bloody deeds my ſoul encline ; 

Be all thy ſcorpions, all thy fury mine! 

No power but thine, can my requeſt fulfill, 


My friend, my guide, my beſt inſtructor Mill; 
H On 
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That fe has Gy hp or mat 5 u Ml 


All man'd, to waſt her lawful heir, 


And land him fafe on Britain's * 


That ſoon this mighty fleet would Hal, . 
That brings our rightful fovereign over 


By the firſt tide, which would not fail. 


To lodge him ſafe at — or Dover. 


Le Britain then BR our powers, - He 1 
Which in her ſchemes may once defeat her 4 

Whoſe knaves and fools have long been ours; 
Le Pelham boaſt his 8 3-43 
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4; he devout. {aſs os a deſpairing Manon 
| Flere fi nequeo ſuperos, achatonſa movebo. Vit 


THE Gallic Cæſar, fing al als, | 
Penſive and anxious, on his royal throne: 


Tortur'd by turns twixt hope and pale deſpair; F 
Ts Pluto thus à addreſs'd ſolemn prayer. 
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— night gloomy veilartay'Sh >. 
Thy power's rever'd in hell's infernal ſhade; | 
At thy Tartarean altar, ſee, I bend, 


Tho Heaven rejects my vos, be thou my fend 


Since long I have in vain invok'd the Kies 


Thy Hell may an aid, yon Heaven denies; 


If Saints will not aſſiſt me, Furies may: real? 


Hen ſchemes to blaſt, and projects to en | 


Dart all thyſelf, dread power, into my ſoul ! 
My hopes of paradiſe I could reſign, . 
Were Britain, that deteſted iſland mine; 
Welcome thy ſulph'rous cells, could I go down 
My brow adorn'd with perjur'd Brunſwick's crown; 
While ſhouting ghoſts below my fame would own, 
Who nebly bruſh'd a an his throne. 


Ex vNNISG | leps me Men thy keenelt Rings, "i 

Thou great revenger of all injur'd kings! _ 

To deſperate bloody deeds my ſoul encline ; 

Be all thy ſcorpions, all thy fury mine! 

No power but thine, can my requeſt fulfill, 

My friend, my guide, my beſt inſtructor ill; 
e H | Hs 
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| On Britain firſt, my dread, deteſted foe, -/ 1: 


* & 


Let my rage burſt, and let my vengeance elow; 2 oy 


| 
I 


Ober all her realms, let deſolation reign ; '' 

' Parpled with ſtreams of blood, each hoſtile pins 
Then, hen, no future rival ſhould I fear, 

If Fred'ric's blood once ſmoak'd upon my ſpear : : 
If proſtrate once I view'd that hated foe, 

Great Nero's ſelf would envy me below ; 

His brave, and bold exploits would leſs admire, 


When ſmiling he beheld his Rome on fire. 


HOLLAND. 


Epig igramma Pun-1 cum. 


8 WR treacherous friendſhip would you ade? 
| Inſtead of Holland, name | ; Hollow-land ! 
4 3 One vowel only chang'd; "the chiee but mall, 
Hell-land, not Holland then her realm we call. 
Tne race of frogs long here had their abodes, 


Now tyrn'd into the reſidence of Toads: 
The ſpotted viper ſcarce ſo great a plague, 
= poiſonous vermin, nouriſh'd at the Hague. 


Tux 


(96) 


Tur knotty queſtion, critics, pray y debate, 
Which dread we moſt—her friendſhip, or her hate? 
In every ſtate, a faithleſs, falſe ally,, 

More dangerous, than an open enemy. 


Tatfow off the faintly vizor, ſince we find, 
The maſk too thin, to hide devil behind; 

No fence againſt the ſecret murderer's wiles, 
Without a ſword, who ſtabs you with his ſmiles. 
From Heaven, a miracle we muſt demand, 
Fer Holland can become a Holy-land. 


Tnoꝰ the worlt ill 8 is confeſt, 
Jet Belgia, if undammd, muſt be unbleſt. 


Aliter fic. 


FRANCE VHT as found a kind ally, 
And Britain in \.icnd--—an enemy. 
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